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Mahabalipooram, the city of the great god Bali. On
ordinary occasions, for short distances between house
and house, when you are going out to dinner, only a
couple of men run under each pole, and at such times
the palankeen is carried at the rate of four or five miles
an hour. But on journeys, there are generally three
men to each pole, which employs six men out of the
twelve, while the others run by their side, ready to
relieve their companions at intervals. During the
whole time they are in progress, they make a noise
which it is not easy to describe. Sometimes it con-
sists of a long, deep, but slightly varied groan, in which
the whole party join in correct time. Mostly, how-
ever, the men in front use one kind of groan or grunt,
which is answered by another from those behind. These
sounds often approach to a scream, and frequently
include words of warning against stones in the way, or
pools of water; but these are articulated so indistinctly,
that it is difficult to catch them. I remember one
exclamation frequently used, "Kurab highl"1 Occasion-
ally, when it is wished to make a great exertion, the
leader of the song suddenly calls out some such word
as "Shabash!"2 to which everyone answers, and away
they spring at double speed, while the tone of the
music, so to call it, is changed from a dull sort of
grumbling bass, to an angry and sharp intonation,
mixed with something almost insulting or reproachful
in its tone.

A stranger, or griffin,8 as he is called, on first getting
into a palankeen at Madras, is naturally much alarmed,
and often rather distressed, at these hideous sounds, as
he naturally fancies the men must be suffering dread-
fully under their load. There have even been in-
stances of Johnny Newcomes so prodigiously sensitive

1 \Kharab hai, Hind. "It is bad."]

* [Shabash:    Hind. "Hurrah."]

8 {Fide supra, p no.]
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